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The Winters Tale. 


aABus Trimus. Scmna Trtma. 


inttr CmilU m£ Anhtdtmm, 

£^Fyoii fhall chance(Crfwi/i»)co vifit2*A<f«&,on 
the likeoccafion whereon my feruiccs are now 
oa-foot, you ftutl fee (as I haue faid) great dif- 
ference betwixt our Bohcmia^nd your Sicili*- 
Cm I thinke, this comming Summer, the King of 
S*&4 mm* to the Vifitation, which hec 

iuftly owes him. ; 

jrcir. Wherein our Entertainment fbail (hame vs:wc 
trill be iuftified in our Loues : for indeed— 
Cm. 'Befecchyou— 

yfrfi.Verely I fpcake it in the freedom e of my know* 
ltdge; we cannot with fuch magnificence— in fo rare— 
I know not what to fay— Wee will giucyou ficepic 
Drinkcs, that your Scnccs (vn- intelligent of our infuffi- 
dence) may, though they cannot prayfe v$ s as little ac- 
cufc vs. 

Cm, You pay a great deale to deare* for what s giucn 

iltZ Jnh> 'Belecuc me, I fpeake as my tnderftanding in- 
(kuftsme,and as mine honcftic puts it to vttcrance. 

Cm. Sicili* cannot ftievo himfelfc oucr-kind to'Sobc- 
m : They were tray n'd together in their Child-hoods; 
ad there rooted betwixt them then fuch an affe&ion, 
which cannot chufe but braunch now, Since their more 
™urcDignitics,and RoyuII NccefTiries,made fepcrati- 
on of their Societie, their Encounter s(tho ugh not Perfo- 
nalljlrarh been Royally attornyed with en ter- change of 
Gifts, Letter s s louingEmbaflies, that they haue feem'd to 
betogethe^though abfent;fliooke hands,as ouer a Vaft; 
aidembrac'd as it were from theendsofoppofed Winds, 
IheHeauens continue their Loues. 
Awh* I thinke there is not in the World ^either Malice 
orMatter } to alter it. You hauc an vnfpeakable comfort 
ofyour young Prince MamilUta: it is a Gentleman of the 
greatcft Prooii fe^that euer came into my Note* 

Cm. 1 very well agree with you>in the hopes of him : 
itis a gallant Child ; one, that (indced)Phyfkks the Sub- 
ieft, makes old hearts frefh : they that went on Crutches 
ere he was borne, defire yet their life.to fee him a Man* 
Arch. Would they elfe be content to die ? 
Ctt*.Yes;if there were no other excufc, why they fiiould 
defireto Hue* 

ArchAf the King had no Sonne, they would defircto 
line on Crutches rill he had one. Exeunt. 


Scosna Secmda. 


Enter Leontes, Hermion^MamiSim^^lfxe^ Camilfo. 
F*L Nine Changes of the Watry-Starre hath been 


The Shepheards Note.fincc we haucleft our Throne 
Without a Burthen : Time as long againe 
Would be fill'd vp(my Brother)with our Thanks, 
And yet we ftiould/drperperuitic, 
Goe hence in debt : And thcrefore 3 likc a Cypher 
(Yet (landing in rich place) I multiply 
W ith one we thanke y ot^many thoufands moe, 
That goe before it. 

Lca 0 Stay your Thanks a while, 
And pay them when you part. 

Pol, Sir^that's to morrow : 
J am queftion'd by my feares>ofwhatrmy chancy 
Or breed vpon our abfcncc s that may blow 
No fneaping Winds at home^o make vs fay, 
This is put forth too truly: be fides, I haucftay'd 
To tyre your Royal tie* 

Leo* We are tougher (Brother) 
Then you can put vs to*r. 

Pi/. No longer flay# 

Leo, One Scuc'night longer. 

Tel, Very iooth, to morrow. 

he&* Wee'le part the time bet weene's theniandintbat 
lie no gaine-faytng, 

Poh Prefle me not ('befeech you) fo : 
There is no Tongue that inoues^none^onc i'th 1 World 
So foone as yours 5 couid wmmc; fo it fhouldnow* 
Were there neceffitie in your rcquel^althouga 
*T were needfull I deny'd it. My Affaires 
Doe euen drag me home-ward : which to hinder) 
Were (in your Loue) a Whip tome; my flay, 
To you a Charge,and Trouble : to faue both, 
Farewell (our Brother*) . 

Le$> Tongue-ty'd our Queenc? fpeakeyou* 

Her. I had thought (Sir)to hauc held my pcacc»TOtiIl 
You had drawne Oathcs from him,notto ftay: you(Sir) 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him 3 you are fure 
All m'BokfmiAS well ; this fatlsfaclion, 
The by-gone-day proclaymU fay this to him, 
Hc s sbcat from his bett ward. 

Leo. Well &\&,Hcrn}ionc. 

Ucr 9 To telhhe tongs to fee his Sonne^re Sreng: 
But let him fay fo then 3 and let him goe; 
But let him fweare fo,and hcdiall not ftay, 
Wcc't thwack him hen ce with Diftaffcs. 
Yet of your Royall prefencejle aducnture 
The b otro w of a W eekc. When at "Sshemia . 
You take my Lord, He giuehim my Commiflionj, 
To let him there a Monethjbehind theGcft 
PrefiYd for J s parting: yet (good*deed) lffotftes f 
1 loue thee not a lane o'th* Clock .behind 
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